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means a vibration between men and women full of delicious
danger.
*"Is it possible" her incorrigible spirit pondered, uthat this
man is going to do what Phil and Dave couldn't do? This is a
glorious moment anyway. I wish it could last forever!*'
The half-moon, looking water-logged and labouring, like a rud-
derless ship, in the mottled sky. poured down a stream of am-
biguous influence upon the swollen river. Too many feminine
nerves, of every level of organic life, were draining just then
that strange Being's vitality, so that the magic touch that fell
upon Percy's relaxed limbs as Zoyland dragged her along by the
hand, was a mere accidental overflow; casual, uncalculated. It
gave enough light however to guide their steps as they followed
the tow-path; and the whole nature of that night was such that
nothing emphatic or arresting in the elements distracted their
attention from each other.
"He willing and she willing," as Homer says, they speedily
receded out of all sight of the cottage.
The truth is that women like Nell, absorbed in their mother-
hood, and men like Dave9 absorbed in their politics, will to the
end of time throw into each other's arms reckless, restless, irre-
sponsible, wandering stars, like Percy and Zoyland. It is upon
these strangely neutral nights, such as was this fifteenth of De-
cember, that the real power of darkness as opposed to daylight
gathers itself together to assert its essential identity. Complete
darkness is usually so empty of all discrimination as to be prac-
tically a negation; but darkness faintly touched by a sickly moon
has a certain positive character. The absence of high wind or
pouring rain, too, enables the mind to receive, in uninterrupted
concentration, those simpler emanations of earth-life, such as
the leap of a fish, the rustling of a rabbit, the cry of a nocturnal
bird, the bark of a farm-dog, the lowing of a cow in an isolated
barton, the faint soughing of reeds, the creaking of a bough, the
fall of a twig into a silent pond, the shy stirrings of aimless little
night-winds amid the dead bracken, which are destroyed and ob-
literated by the more startling play of the elements.
Zoyland paused only once in his predatory stride and that was
to make the girl lean on his arm in place of holding his hand.